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in the conversation, and somebody who seemed to be
called Malplaquet. There was a good deal of dignified,
low-toned laughing, and a great many shrugs. Then,
abruptly, the lady touched the powdered man's sleeve.

"That is the one," she said, in French.

Norton looked towards the other side of the big
room, where a gentleman was bending over Countess'
hand. He seemed to be quite an ordinary person, and
Countess appeared to receive him precisely as she had
received her other guests. Wondering vaguely who this
Malplaquet could be, he left the vicinity of the sofa
and drifted friendlessly over to Morval. Possibly the
Frenchman had finished expounding by this time.

Morval regarded his approach without enthusiasm,
but introduced him perfunctorily to his "French friend.

"We were discussing the matter of the bishops/' he
said.

Norton looked blank.   " What bishops ?" he asked.

"Surely, my dear Norton!" Morval was mildly
incredulous.

"No, really.   What have the bishops been doing?"

"It's what they haven't been doing. Do you mean
to say you don't know about the bishops refusing to
take the oath?"

That was unhappily what Norton did mean. He
wished he had stopped by the sofa. The elderly
Frenchman was smiling indulgently, and Morval had
begun to half-apologise for his relative's ignorance.

Then Norton sneezed. It was a painful, violent
sneeze.

" I've got a bad cold coming on," he said resentfully,
as though the bishops and their oaths were spmehow
to blame for this; ...

Unexpectedly, Countess appeared.